AT         THE         M    E     N     I     X          GATE

young John on the back. " I got my first blighty
on Hill 60. Only it was a bit more than a hole in
the pants."

He reserved the visit to the Menin Gate till the
last. The grand tit-bit rounding off a memorable
day. Having deposited them in front of it, the
Belgian chauffeur retired with a newspaper to the
interior of his taxi in a fit of the sulks. His patriotic
interest in the tour had expired as soon as the model
Belgian trenches at Nieuport and Dixmude had been
explored. Which was very early on. Also, he was
bitterly incensed because John's father, by aid of a
sandwich or two, had foiled all attempts to induce
them to lunch at the Ypres restaurant for which he
was a tout on commission. He now strongly sus-
pected John's father of meditating further treachery
by returning to Ostend without even dining at Ypres.
The chauffeur made no attempt to conceal his disgust
at the whole affair. Young John's sympathies lay,
secretly, with the chauffeur.

Father and son stood in the drizzle on the flat
bridge over the canal. In front of them rose the great
white stone arch of the Memorial, surmounted by the
shaggy-maned sculptured British lion couchant.

" There's the old animal! " exclaimed John's father,
surveying it with another thrill of emotion. " Still
keeping watch on the Menin Road."

" Looks half asleep to me," ventured young
John.

His father chuckled. "That's where the Boche
went wrong in 1914," he replied. " They found him
wide awake enough by the time he'd finished with
them. They won't be in a hurry to make that
mistake again."

The evening was so dismally wet and chilly that
few loiterers were about. When they passed under
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